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1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N: HELLO AGAIN. I SAW SOME HAD TOLD ME MY TAKE ON 'SON POTTER' 

WAS A GOOD ONE BUT UNFORTUNATELY I RAN OUT OF IDEAS ULTIMATELY. 

* * 


**THE THING IS, I MADE A HUGE MISTAKE INTRODUCING THE SOUL BOND 
BETWEEN COHAN AND HERMIONE THAT IT BECAME DIFFICULT FOR ME TO FIND A 
WAY TO STABILISE THEIR BOND. THEN THERE WAS THE PROBLEM OF SIDE 
CHAPTERS LIKE HOW HARRY AND GOHAN WILL CONFRONT UMBRIDGE AND THEN 
SLUGHORN. AND THEN THERE WAS THE HORCRUX HUNT. I SAID TO SOME THAT I 
HAD THE MAIN PLOT READY BUT NOT THE SIDE PLOTS. I WAS SPEAKING THE 
TRUTH AND NOW I HAVE MADE SOME RECTIFICATIONS REGARDING THAT AND HAVE 
THROWN ANOTHER HIT AT THE STORY. ** 

**THIS ONE WILL BE A BIT DIFFERENT BUT TO THOSE WHOM I HAVE GIVEN 
SOME IDEAS OF MINE a€" OF HOW I ACTUALLY WANTED THINGS TO GO ON WITH 
THIS FIC, LET ME TELL YOU IT HASN'T CHANGED. THE MAIN PLOT WILL BE 
LIKE THAT BUT THERE WILL BE SOME MERE CHANGES LIKE THERE WILL BE NO 
SOUL BOND BETWEEN GOHAN AND HERMIONE BUT THE TWO WILL BE PAIRED. AS 
FOR HARRY, HIS PART IS A SURPRISE BUT YOU'LL KNOW OF HIS PAIRING SOON 
ENOUGH. ** 

**ONCE AGAIN a€" I DON'T HAVE A BETA SO THERE WILL BE SOME MINOR 
MISTAKES ALTHOUGH I HAVE DECIDED TO GO THROUGH MY CHAPTERS TO CORRECT 
THEM BUT MISTAKES CAN AND PROBABLY WILL HAPPEN. I JUST WANT YOU ALL 
TO BE PATIENT.** 

**AND YES, THOUGH IT WILL BE A BIT DIFFICULT, BUT I WILL TRY AND 
FINISH IT THIS TIME AS I'VE REALISED MY PREVIOUS 
MISTAKES . ** 



**THANKS TO THOSE WHO PRAISED MY WORK ON THIS EIC BEEORE . I REALLY 

APPRECIATED IT. I CAN ONLY HOPE YOU GUYS WILL LIKE IT YET AGAIN. 

* * 

**MY OTHER STORIES ARE ALSO BEING GOING ON AND I INTEND ON EINISHING 
THEM SOON BUT I ACTUALLY AM NOT GETTIGN MUCH TIME THESE DAYS. BUT I 
PROMISE I WILL EINISH THEM. YOU HAVE MY WORD.** 

**ALRIGHT! ENOUGH TALK. LET'S BEGIN WITH IT! ** 

**HOPE YOU HUMANS LIKE IT!** 

•jk- -jk- D 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Prologue . ** 

The couple ran inside the house. The woman in her early twenties had 
a small baby in her hands a€" apparently the hero of their world. She 
could hear her husband applying many complex charms and wards on the 
door but she and he both knew it would hardly be worthy to stop the 
maniacal being who was after them, or more precisely, their son's 
blood . 

The couple had seen and fought many battles since the last three 
years. This threat was unlike any other threat their world had ever 
seen. A man who couldn't be killed had turned bad and that mere thing 
meant they were all screwed. 

"I can't believe he'd betray us!" the woman said as she gripped her 
baby boy in her arms tighter than ever. 

"We can't do anything now, Lily," the woman's husband said. She could 
hear how her husband was trying to remain calm and in control over 
the going situation but he was already reaching his breaking 
point . 

"We should never have changed our keeper, James! I knew the bad 
feeling I had when we did that. Just why couldn't I stop from letting 
this happen?" Lily said. 

"It wasn't your fault, Lily," James, Lily's husband said, calming his 
wife. "I don't know whether or not we will survive tonight but what's 
important is Harry's life. He is very important and though I hate to 
admit it, but he is our only hope. I know I sound like looking over 
to Harry like he's some sort of a weapon but..." 

"Don't," Lily said, hushing her husband. "Many will look on him like 
that if they come to know about the prophecy. But I know the people 
whom we've trusted all this time will surely protect our Harry from 
those troublesome people." 

Suddenly the two heard a loud noise as if someone had hit the 
church ' s bell with all their might. The colour on the faces of the 
couple drained and Lily's arms tightened a bit more around her 
sleeping son's body as a tear rolled down her cheek. Then she felt a 
firm grip of her husband on her arm. 



"Lily, take Harry and run," James said calmly. She knew it was not 
the time but her love for this man forced her. 

"You can't take on him alone!" she said, knowing what the answer from 
her stubborn husband would be. 

"I sure can't," James said with a faint smile. "But that doesn't mean 
I can't delay him and as long as I've known you, I know you have a 
way to protect our son even if you haven't told anyone about it. Not 
even your husband. Now, go." 

His grip tightened on her hand for a moment before he let it go and 
pushed her gently, indicating her that he was serious. One more tear 
rolled down her cheek but Lily knew it was now too late to change her 
husband's mind. And she knew it would be worthless to do it either. 
The breaking of the wards around the Potter cottage was mere enough 
to signal them that their life was up. But they weren't sure about 
the life of their son. However, Lily being Lily had a final trick 
rolled up in her sleeve. 

Covering her son protectively between her hands, she dashed towards 
the stairs, heading towards her son's nursery. She knew she didn't 
have much time and so she had to be quick. She had it all ready for 
just in case her son was in need of it. 

As Lily opened the door and entered the nursery of her son, an 
explosion was heard downstairs and it was soon followed by the sound 
of a chain of spells fired. She knew he was inside the house and on 
her instinct; she closed the door and applied several locking charms 
and wards within a few moments. She knew, as great a dueller her 
husband was, he'd at least stall Voldemort for half a minute. That 
was enough time she needed. 

Reaching over to the crib, she placed Harry in it and lifted up his 
top to bare his stomach. She saw the rune she had made on her baby 
boy's stomach using her blood. It was considered a dark ritual 
nowadays but to save her son's life, she'd do anything 
necessary . 

The noises coming from downstairs had stopped and Lily knew what it 
meant. But she tried not to get herself distracted from it. She was 
more worried about two things right now a€" one was her son's life 
and second, what was taking HIM so long to finally show up! 

A final word escaped her mouth as the rune on Harry's stomach glowed 
a bright white, finalising the spell to his body. A smile came upon 
Lily's face but it was soon gone as the door leading to the nursery 
was blasted to smithereens. She quickly covered the rune and turned 
to see the most possible thing in her life. 

Standing near the blasted door, in his dark robes, stood Lord 
Voldemort with his familiar red eyes and pale body. He had a snaky 
smile on his face as his wand arm held his wand while his other hand 
caressed it like the wand was some sort of a pet. 

He walked gently over to her. It appeared as if he was floating for 
his dark robes were dragging itself smoothly on the floor. 


Lily flinched a little but tried not to let Voldemort see it. But the 



tyrant had already seen it and his feral smile grew scarier as it 
widened on his pale snaky face. 

"That's right, mudblood. You need to be scared of Lord Voldemort, " 
Voldemort said as he closed the distance between them. 

Lily stepped a bit backward, touching Harry's crib with her back. She 
had held the railings of the crib tightly. To be honest, seeing death 
facing her, she felt kind of funny. 

"Move aside and let me do what I came here to do, " Voldemort 
said . 

"I will not," Lily said with confidence. "You are gonna have to go 
through me to get to my son, Voldemort!" 

The said person formed a scowl as no one but Dumbledore was fool 
enough to call him by the name. To others, he was someone who must 
not be named. But he would spare this filth for her mistake because 
he was currently in a hurry at the moment. 

"As you wish, mudblood, " Voldemort said and a moment later a green 
spark escaped his wand, hitting Lily straight on her chest. The said 
woman fell on the floor like a limp body, face first. "Now it's your 
turn, baby Harry, " Voldemort said and walked up to the crib where he 
saw the boy looking at his fallen mother. "And don't worry, little 
one. You, too, will join your mother soon." 

Pettigrew waited for his master outside the cottage. He was given the 
duty to kill anyone who was to approach the cottage until Voldemort 
was done. The rat was currently hiding in the shadow of the moonless 
night of Halloween when a deafening blast took him by surprise. Being 
what he was, Pettigrew first covered himself from whatever he thought 
might be heading towards him, forgetting the fact that he was hiding 
in a place where flying objects couldn't hit him. The creak between 
the cracked streets served a good place for the rat animagus to hide. 
Once he was sure it was safe to come out, he came out only to see a 
burning top floor of the Potter Cottage. He couldn't believe what he 
was seeing. Was his master this eager to kill the child that he 
straightaway had blasted him to oblivion? The mere thought only made 
him fear the dark lord more. But then he saw people living in their 
homes across the streets come out of their warm houses to see the 
source of the explosion. He knew he had to act soon. He ran inside 
the house in his rat form so no one could see him. 

He went straight upstairs and into the room where the explosion had 
taken place. What he saw was unimaginable. He saw the dead body of 
his former friend Lily Potter. He had also seen James' body 
downstairs. The said man had suffered heavy injuries before the dark 
lord had relieved him from his pain. But what surprised Pettigrew 
most was the crying boy standing in the crib. 

Harry Potter was alive. 

He had survived the dark lord's signature attack and was standing in 
his crib unharmed but with a scar. The scar, as Pettigrew saw, was 
currently a small wound. It was fresh but surprisingly no blood was 
coming out if it. It was just blood red. He knew what he had to do. 

If his master had failed then he wouldn't. Knowing he would one day 
return, Pettigrew wanted to give his master the good news that he had 



killed his master's enemy. But the current place wasn't right. He 
needed a more secure place. Knowing how great the Potters were 
politically and publicly, Pettigrew was at least smart enough to 
reckon that this place will be crawling with aurors in a few minutes. 
He needed to get this boy out of here. 

Sirius Black had finally made it to Godric's Hollow and was nearing 
the Cottage when he heard the explosion. Getting nothing but bad 
feeling about it, he turned the throttle of his bike, maximising its 
speed and sore through the air towards the cottage where his two best 
friends and one godson were currently hiding. He had felt a weird 
feeling suddenly remembering the address of the Potter Cottage. That 
had what made him to go there. 

What he saw made him pray that he was watching a nightmare and 
nothing else. 

The second floor was burning as if some bomb explosion had taken 
place there. The ground floor had an obliterated door, blasted off of 
its hinges. 

Sirius quickly got off of his bike and made a run towards the cottage 
when he saw Pettigrew coming out of the place holding something in 
white clothes. Being an experienced animagus, Sirius used his 
animagus eyes in his human form and saw the rat was carrying 
Harry . 

"Peter?" Sirius called. 

The said man halted on his steps. He knew he'd have to play it smart 
but being smart was just one thing Peter wasn't very much capable of. 
He could see the magical and mundane people, a population of both who 
resided in Godric's Hollow had now started to gather to have a look 
at the ongoing disaster. The magicals were gasping, expressing grief 
and shock as they all knew who lived in that house. The mundane 
weren't very far but their reaction was different. Being muggles, 
they were more concerned about the health of the people living inside 
the cottage. Knowing muggles through Lily, Peter knew they were loads 
smarter than the magicals and that was the very reason they posed a 
threat to the magical world. But he also knew that the magicals 
hardly used their common senses and so this might just work out for 
him . 

"Peter, what the hell happened here? And where are James and Lily?" 
Sirius asked as he was now walking towards Peter, who was still 
static at his place. He currently had two important things with him 
a€" Harry Potter and his master's wand. And he didn't want either of 
them to be taken away from him. And so he had a plan which brought a 
faint smile on his face. 

"How could you, Sirius?" Peter said a bit loudly so the nearby 
magicals and mundane could hear him. 

"What?" Sirius said, confused as to what Peter was trying to say when 
he suddenly realised everything. "You! TRAITOR!" he screamed and ran 
at his fellow marauder. 

"You betrayed the Potters, Sirius!" Peter screamed and used his wand 
to create smoke around him and an approaching Sirius. He then 
targeted the gas pipeline that had been uncovered due to the broken 



street and a moment later a huge explosion shook the entire Godric's 
Hollow. A shield charm had protected Pettigrew but in a hurry of 
casting those spells, he accidently let his grip lose on Harry and 
the little boy fell off of his hand. Good thing Harry had been 
stunned before Peter had taken him out of the house. 

As the fire and smoke cleared away, the scene revealed all the twelve 
magicals and mundane dead on the street. Sirius was thrown away due 
to the aftershock of the explosion and was currently lying on the 
street, semi conscious. Pettigrew could hear Sirius mumble "my fault. 
This was all my fault..." He then saw the first few apparitions and 
knew the aurors had started to arrive. Seeing he would be caught if 
he wasted any more time in grabbing Harry, he decided to run away 
leaving the boy behind. The job could be done any other time. But to 
make things more interesting, he bravely cut his small finger and saw 
it drop on the street before he turned into his animagus and ran away 
from the crime scene. A few days outside the magical pet shop would 
surely make him find a new home where he'd enjoy his days and wait 
for his master's arrival. 

Fate frowned as he saw what plans laid ahead for the child. He was 
angry that someone was forcing him in someone's life. Fate was one 
thing that couldn't be controlled but currently he was being forced 
into someone's life. He turned the pages of his giant book, looking 
through ways in which he could make this all a little bit interesting 
to those who wished the boy harm when he suddenly stopped as his eyes 
stuck on the name of a particular boy. Yes, this boy would be ideal 
for making things more exciting but to make things go as the way fate 
had planned, he hated the circumstances these two boys would have to 
face and experience. But knowing certain people because of whom his 
boss, death, was currently so upset about, fate knew his hands were 
tied. He brought up his two hands and tapped the two boys' pictures 
in his book at the same time. The world will see them as their savoir 
when the time comes but the boy because of whom all this problem 
began, fate was sad he'd have to suffer some hell for some time. As 
for the other boy, his life wasn't going to be easy either but its 
outcome will make him what the two boys would ultimately need for the 
betterment of their respective worlds. 

Unknown to the world and to a certain headmaster of Hogwarts School 
of Witchcraft and Wizardry, a crystal sphere glowed inside the Room 
of Prophecies within the Department of Mysteries of the Ministry of 
Magical Britain. Things had already started to change and this would 
certainly bring surprises for everyone. 


3 . Chapter 3 

It had been a whole month since the great battle took place. But its 
end had brought nothing but a flood of sadness into the lives of the 
Son family. 

Gohan stood by his window, looking out towards the open hills of 
Mount Paozou. His vision was getting blurry as memories of his father 
randomly came up in his mind. He rubbed his eyes again and kept 
looking outside when his stomach growled and like the growl was heard 
he heard his mom call him to have breakfast. 


This was one more thing he was scared to face. 



It would only take a fool to not hear the muffled cries of Chi Chi 
every night. She clearly missed her husband but there was one more 
thing a€" she was pregnant, with another soul of Goku. And she had 
never wanted her child to come into the world while its father was 
not going to be there. She knew being depressed with losing her 
husband would only affect her child but what else could she 
do? 

Cohan walked up to the kitchen and saw his grandpa sitting on the 
couch, reading the morning paper. It wasn't surprising to see Ox King 
there. The giant man had never left his daughter and his grandson 
since the day Goku had sacrificed himself yet again. 

Slowly walking up to the dining table, Gohan sat in the chair, 
avoiding the swollen eyes of his mother which were the result of one 
more night she had spent crying, remembering his father. But why 
couldn't he come to blame himself? He knew it was his fault but why 
wasn't he feeling like accepting it? Was it because his father had 
told him so when he was fighting Cell? 

He focussed his attention on the amount of food his mother piled up 
before him. Even though he was half saiyan, he ate like a complete 
one. Thankfully he had table manners unlike his dad. 

It was near to noon when the Son family phone rang after one complete 
week. Knowing his mom was out, drying clothes; Gohan got up from his 
study and went over to receive the call. 

"Hello?" 

"Gohan?" came a familiar voice from the other side. "Oh, Gohan! How 
are you? And how's your mom?" 

"We are all fine, Bulma, " Gohan said. I was wondering why you would 
call" 

"Oh," Bulma said, suddenly remembering. "I was wondering if you and 
Chi Chi could come over to my place today. There's something we need 
to talk about." 

Gohan wondered what talk Bulma wanted to have but agreed and cut the 
call . 

It was an hour later that Gohan and Chi Chi arrived at the door of 
Capsule Corporation. Gohan had been taught by his father how to use 
instant transmission when the father-son team were training in the 
time chamber to prepare themselves to fight Cell. Even his mother 
like it as Chi Chi hated travelling by flying. 

The door opened revealing Bulma, carrying her one year old son Trunks 
in her hands. She smiled when she saw the two friends of hers and 
invited them both in. 

Gohan and Chi Chi walked into the drawing room and were surprised to 
see all the Z warriors except for Piccolo, Tien, Choutzou and Vegeta 
there. Gohan felt confused. He thought maybe there was some new 
threat but that would mean everyone having some serious expressions 
which certainly none had at the moment. And what was more surprising 
was the fact that they all had their luggage packed. 



"You all are going somewhere?" Gohan asked. 


"Wrong," Krillin said with a happy face. "We are going 
somewhere . " 

"What do you mean?" Chi Chi asked. She then felt a hand on her 
shoulder and turned to see Bulma. The blue haired multi-billionaire 
woman had a smile on her face. 

"We all have decided to go on a long vacation, " Bulma said. "And 
guess what? You and Gohan are coming with us." 

The mother-son team looked at Bulma dumbfounded. 

"We... We can't," Chi Chi said. 

"Chi Chi, when was the last time we all spent some quality time 
together?" Bulma asked. "I know you are sad about Goku. Trust me. We 
all are. He was like a brother to me and I feel like I have lost a 
family member, too. But grieving for him isn't going to bring him 
back. It was his decision not to be wished back and as his last wish, 
we all should respect that. Besides, you look like hell. It isn't 
good for your baby's health. You, Gohan and his upcoming sibling 
needs some free and carefree time, you are coming with us on this 
vacation no matter what you say about it." 

Knowing she wouldn't win this argue, Chi Chi thought over the words 
Bulma had just said. Somewhere, the scientist girl was right. She 
then looked at her son who was looking back at her as if seeking her 
permission. She sighed. It was after a very long time she was seeing 
Gohan this hopeful. A faint smile came upon her face. 

"Alright. We'll come along," Chi Chi said and heard Krillin, Pu ' ar 
and a certain Trunks cheer in happiness. Gohan had a smile on his 
face and that was the only thing that made Chi Chi happy. 

"Alright folks," Bulma said. "We are all going to Europe!" 

The large drawing room was filled with cheers of happiness. 

Vegeta punched the flying drone hard under the 600x gravity as he 
heard them all cheer. He had no interest in going to some useless 
vacation. He felt humiliated. First it was Kakarot pon her face.g 
time she was seeing Gohan this hopeful, a sion. she h us on this 
vacation no matter what you sawho was stronger than him and now his 
son had surpassed him as well. This was far annoying to the prince 
and a nearby drone felt subjected to his anger as it was punched into 
oblivion . 

"I will show them all that I can be the strongest warrior in this 
universe ! " 

00000 

Harry boarded off the Hogwarts Express. He had a small frown on his 
face. His first year had just ended and summer had just begun but 
only two things worried him at the moment a€" why wouldn't Dumbledore 
tell him Voldemort was after him and why was he sent back to his 
relatives? He could've stayed at Hogwarts, away from his relatives' 
abuses. He felt a hug from the bushy haired friend and returned it. 



This girl was the first ever person in his life to have ever hugged 
him and to be honest, he really liked it. Ron patted him on his back 
and then joined his family. Harry saw as his friend's sister was 
eyeing him was bit weirdly but he had heard from Ron how great a fan 
she was of him. He felt a bit weird about it. Ron had told him Ginny 
was obsessed with him and his stories. T be honest, Harry wasn't 
feeling all good about it. When Ron had told him about his sister, 
Harry had also looked upon Ginny like a brother would look on his 
sister. But now he thought Ginny might not approve of it. But he soon 
shrugged those thoughts aside. He had other things to think of like 

how he will survive his personal hell of which he was sure as Vernon 

will surely get him for what Hagrid had done to them when he had come 
to fetch him to Hogwarts. 

Looking back once again to the family of his two new friends, Harry 

frowned. Was he feeling jealous of them? How could it be that he had 

all this fame and wealth but not his own family? Maybe one couldn't 
have it all. 

"Get in the car boy!" Vernon grunted with pure distaste, not in the 
mood to wait anymore longer when he saw his nephew coming towards 
them. The hippo like man got inside his car and so did his wife and 
Harry's aunt Petunia Durseley. The trunk was popped open by Vernon 
from his driver seat and Harry gave out a tired sigh. He somehow 
lifted the heavy trunk which was almost twice his own weight. He knew 
it well if he put a single scratch on the car loading his trunk and 
other stuff, he'd be look looking forward to a whole week in his 
cupboard without food and at least three broken bones. He was just 
lucky enough no one had been able to make it out just how he was 
abused by his relatives. Those who knew like Ron and Hermione, they 
thought his relatives only made him do the house chores. And he 
wanted them to know only this much. 

A ten minute struggle later Harry had finally put his trunk and other 
stuff of his in the car trunk without putting a scratch and got in on 
the rear seat. The car was started and the three soon left the 
parking of King's Cross. 

Harry let out a sight. This was going to be a long summer. 

00000 

A month had already been passed and McGonagall was in Dumbledore ' s 
office, presiding over the duties of Hogwarts in place of Dumbledore 
who was currently in an ICW meeting when the list of new students 
glowed . 

Getting up from her seat, McGonagall walked over to the list and 
picked it up. Was some student missed by them this year or someone 
had realised it a bit late that he or she was magical? Some questions 
raved inside McGonagall 's mind as she opened the list to reveal the 
name of one male student. She was a bit surprised as this student's 
magic had shown up a year late. But seeing how the rules of Hogwarts 
were and how much respect she had for the founders who made up this 
rules, McGonagall would have to get this boy admitted in the second 
year. But first, she needed to give him the acceptance letter from 
Hogwarts and she would do it personally. This wasn't a rare case, 
someone realising they were magical, but it wasn't a normal case 
either . 



Sitting down in her chair once more, she took out a parchment and 
quill and began writing the letter for this kid. She'd have to wait 
for Albus to return so she would have his signature on the letter as 

was customary and then she'd be ready to deliver it all by herself. 

She would need to see how much this kid would need to be taught 
before he could be called ready for the second year 
curriculum . 

00000 

A month out of two had been spent roaming around the continent of 
Europe. The entire group went to see many tourist locations, all in 
ravish ways as Bulma was paying for it all. The vacation did its 
magic on them all, especially on Gohan and Chi Chi who both finally 
looked relieved and happy after so many days. 

Chi Chi was calm and happy. She hadn't cried thinking of Goku for a 
whole month. Gohan was happy because his mother was happy. 

The group returned to the hotel they had booked for their stay in 

London. They all went to their respective rooms, planning to return 
back in an hour after freshening up, for lunch. 

Lunch was served to them like they were some royal people. The hotel 
was very happy as Bulma had paid for nothing but top class services. 
Plus, the hotel was a five star. Knowing Bulma wouldn't listen to 
anyone upon not spending her money like this, the entire group 
decided to just enjoy it all. 

They all gathered in Bulma' s room. She had taken a villa for herself. 
It was big enough for them all to settle in for a nice, peaceful 
lunch. The servers were stunned seeing the amount of food this group 
was ordering. They didn't know a majority of it was being gulped down 
by a twelve year old boy who was half alien. 

In the midst of their lunch, the doorbell rang. Bulma wondered who it 
was as she had told the staff to not let anyone to their room. 

"Now who would that be?" Bulma asked. 

"I'll get it," Krillin said and jumped off of his chair. He went over 
to the door and opened it to reveal a woman probably in her early 
sixties. She wore a black robe and a pointy hat on her head. The said 
woman looked down upon the short bald man. From his looks, she could 
see this man was surprised to see someone in that fashion of 
clothing . 

"Good afternoon, sir. My name is Minerva McGonagall. I am here to see 
Mr Son Gohan, " Minerva said. 

"Uh ... right , " Krillin said. He felt weird looking at this old woman's 
dressing sense. Was she from a circus or something? 

"Who's it, Krillin?" Bulma called as she came over to the door and 
stood behind Krillin, looking with curious eyes at the woman. "Who 
are you? I suppose I told the service not to let anyone disturb 
us?" 


"She says she's here to see Gohan," Krillin said. 



"I am sorry to cause any trouble, ma'am," McGonagall said. "My name 
is Minerva McGonagall and I am here to see Son Gohan. I was informed 
he was here. If you would let me in, I could tell you the purpose of 
my arrival . " 

Bulma looked the woman from bottom to top, scanning her and making 
her mind whether or not to let this stranger in. She could be a thug 
or something like that. But then Bulma had four fighters in her group 
and they could easily take down this woman if she decides to cause 
some mishap. 

"Alright, come in, " Bulma said and Krillin stepped aside to let the 
elderly woman walk into the room. By then others had come there as 
well, wondering what was taking Bulma and Krillin so 
long . 

McGonagall saw the group of people and realise they were probably on 
some sort of vacation. Muggles did live a very great and easy going 
lifestyle. If only the magical world's leaders were this sane then 
the magical world will also be a happy place to live in. 

She saw a young boy of around twelve years of age. But his body was 
definitely not that of a twelve year old. McGonagall was surprised to 
see the bulging muscles of Gohan. But from his face, Gohan looked 
like any other normal boy, currently confused as to why this woman 
wanted to see him. 

"You must be Gohan," McGonagall said. "I have something I'd like you 
to have." And with that she took out the letter and gave it to Gohan 
who took it with interest. He had never received a post probably 
because all those he cared about lived nearby. 

Opening the envelop, Gohan took out the letter. 


'Mr Son, 

You are hereby informed that you will be attending the Hogwarts 
School of Witchcraft and Wizardry in Scotland. 

The list of the school supplies have been listed at the back of the 
letter. You are not allowed to bring a broom with you but a pet in 
the form of an owl, a toad or a cat is acceptable. 

We will be looking forward to have you in Hogwarts on September 1st 
of this year. 

Yours faithfully, 

Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore. 

Headmaster of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, 

Chief Warlock of Ministry of Magical Britain, 

Supreme Mugwump of the International Confederation of 
Wizards . ' 



Gohan thought this was some sort of a joke until he saw the look on 
the face of his mom. He got curious. Chi Chi didn't looked puzzled at 
all. In fact, she looked a bit shocked. 

"Mom?" Gohan asked. 

"So it finally happened!" Chi Chi said in a low voice. It was clear 
she was happy about it but what was it actually? From certain words 
in the letter, Gohan knew it had something to do with magic and 
stuff. Seeing he wouldn't get any answers from his mom at the moment, 
he turned to face McGonagall. 

"I don't get what the letter is saying," Gohan said. 

McGonagall smiled. "It is completely fine, Mr Son," she said. "That's 
basically the first reaction of every muggleborn." 

"Muggleborn? " Gohan mused over the term. 

"Magical children born to non magical parents. You are a wizard Mr 
Son, " McGonagall said. "The first of your generation and so you are a 
muggleborn as we call non magicals muggles." 

"He isn't muggleborn!" Chi Chi said suddenly, taking everyone by 
surprise . 

"Mum, do you know anything about it all?" Gohan asked. 

Chi Chi let out a sigh. "I do," she said. "Your grandma... my mum was 
a witch. Everyone from her line of family was." 

Everyone was shocked at this revelation. Especially McGonagall who 
never thought this boy would never be a muggleborn. 

"Grandma was a witch?" Gohan asked. 

Chi Chi nodded. "She was and everyone else before her." 

"So that means you are a witch, too?" Gohan asked. 

"No," Chi Chi said. "I am not. I wasn't born with that trait but you 
were. I saw it in you the day you were born. I was very happy for you 
but then there was the side of your father in you as well and that 
added to my happiness. I was happy you were like your father. I was 
happy you didn't turn out to be a mundane like me." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Gohan asked. 

"Because I didn't want to distract you," Chi Chi said. "You had a lot 
going on in your life. I had already sensed all of that the day you 
were kidnapped by that freak who came looking for your father. I 
wanted you to have as much a normal life as you could before things 
took a turn. But now I see you can't run away from it anymore." 

"So you are giving me permission to go to this... this academy of 
magic?" Gohan asked. 

Chi Chi smiled. "Gohan, you had everything in your life but friends 
who were of your age. You were homeschooled but I think it is time 



now. I think you need to go. Make new friends and learn about this 
world your mum and her family side were born in. Your grandpa would 
be very happy about it you know?" 

00000 

Harry lay curled up in his cousin's second bedroom. He was bleeding, 
had three broken ribs and a broken torso. This was the treatment he 
had received for something he hadn't done. That thing had come out of 
nowhere, made the cake fall on Dudley's aunt and then he was blamed 
for it. Then there was this letter from the ministry waiting on the 
small table. It was addressed to him for doing underage magic in 
front of a muggle. Who would make the world understand that he had 
not performed any sort of magic? He tried to turn over. He had been 
in this position for the whole night and morning was just an hour 
far. Why did Dumbledore wanted him to stay here? He had not yet able 
to understand that. Dumbledore had told him that it was for his 
safety. But from whom? He was experiencing near death experiences 
almost every week here. He was sure whoever wanted bad of him at 
least wouldn't be this cruel. 

A painful groan came out of his mouth but he suppressed it quickly as 
he tried to turn over. His entire body screamed in pain. The floor 
was covered in red blood which had dried over the night. He knew he 
wouldn't even be allowed to wash himself up in the 
bathroom . 

Suddenly he heard the sound of a car's engine. Not being able to get 
up and look at it, Harry could only wonder who would've arrived at 
the Durseleys ' at four in the morning with no sun out. But then light 
filled his room and he had to turn his head to look at the source of 
the light. He could only see two round lamps from which light was 
pouring in his room and on his face and eyes. 

"Turn the light off or you'll wake them all up, you dweeb!" someone 
said but Harry thought he recognised that voice. The thing was, he 
wasn't in any condition to actually make out whose voice it was. He 
was in just too much pain and his head felt spinning. He had also 
lost too much blood. 

The lights turned off but the engine's sound didn't. Then Harry heard 
someone doing something to the grill that his uncle had drilled this 
evening. This piqued his interest but before he could try his best 
and lift himself to see what was going on, the engine roared with 
power and Harry saw a flash of some metallic blue surface before a 
loud noise took him off guard. 

The grill on his room's window had been taken out. Quickly grabbing 
his glasses, Harry put them on his eyes and saw a... a flying car? 

What was going on? 

The car then came near his window through which even Vernon could 
jump out and the passenger door opened. 

"Ron?" Harry said, amazed at seeing his friend, then he saw Fred and 
George . 

"What are you waiting for... Harry! Who did this to you?" Fred who was 
sitting on the front passenger seat saw Harry's condition and 
couldn't suppress his shock. Fred, being busy making sure the car was 



still visible to the muggles, had his attention focussed. Ron had his 
eyes wide open as he also saw the condition of his friend. 


Not waiting for someone to speak, Fred jumped out of his seat and 
entered Harry's room through the broken window. The same time they 
all heard someone's heavy footsteps downstairs. 

"We need to hurry. I am sorry, Harry, but this is going to hurt a 
little," Fred said and lifted Harry's extra light body and put him on 
the rear seat beside Ron. He then looked around the small store like 
room and grabbed everything he thought Harry used and put it in his 
trunk and then taking Hedwig and her cage along with her, he put them 
all in the car's trunk. George controlled the car like a professional 
and everything was sorted out quickly until the door leading the room 
opened and in came uncle Vernon. 

"YOU! YOU FREAKS WILL NOT TAKE HIM BACK!" he bellowed loudly which 
scared the fourteen year old Ered a little but then he remembered his 
marauder oath a€" a marauder feared no one. Knowing he couldn't use 
magic to teach this hippo of a man a lesson, Ered picked up the 
broken leg of the table and threw it at Vernon. Say it luck or 
practice, the broken piece of wood hit Vernon in his face and the fat 
man let out a scream in pain. 

Grabbing the chance, Ered turned quickly and dashed towards the car 
but Vernon, even though being fat, was no slouch as he dashed after 
Ered. But Ered was quicker and he was the son of Molly. He had enough 
experiences like this at home when he and his brother would be found 
being in pursuit by their mum. The decade long experience helped Ered 
as he jumped towards the car. 

Vernon tried to jump as well but two things happened a€" he barely 
missed Ered's foot which succeeded in saving itself from the man's 
grip. And Vernon had chosen the wrong place and time to dive as his 
dive brought more than half of his body out of the large window and 
the next moment saw him in the bushes of the Durseley lawn. He was 
now screaming with two types of pain a€" on in his face and the other 
in his arse. He had landed straight on his arse and being how heavy 
he was, the fragile bushes couldn't reduce his momentum. 

"I can't believe someone can do something like this to a kid!" George 
said . 

"We need to get home quick," Ered said. "Ron, keep Harry conscious. 
He's lost too much blood!" 

"How do you know so much about it?" Ron asked. 

Would the twins say? Not really. They were great in potions, charms 
and arithmency. But they didn't let the professors or their mom see 
it because if that happened, they would be forced to take a job in 
the ministry, something the two would gladly exchange with death. 

They had their own plans for their future and from the way one looked 
it, it was a great plan for someone like them. But the current moment 
wasn't right to think of their dreams. They needed to reach home 
faster. George applied his full force on the already crap like car's 
his father had somehow made to fly and do stuff. The car's already 
overheated and leaking engine roared even more and they blasted off 
towards the wards of the Burrow. Hell with their mom's screaming and 
screeching. Harry needed some medical attention and they were sure 



there was something at the Burrow that would help regulate the health 
of this boy. 


Harry woke up as he felt warm light on his face. This was weird. He 
had never felt warmth and light on his face at the same time. Was he 
dead? Or had his uncle left him in some desert? But that would be 
ridiculous. That would mean he would feel the heat in his entire 
body . 

Then he heard murmurs around himself and that piqued his 
interest . 

It was painful but Harry managed to open his eyes slowly. He let them 
adjust with the light for a minute before he saw the faces of Fred, 
George, Ron, Arthur and Ginny. 

'What the hell?' he thought when he heard someone enter the room. 

That brought him to more attention. He was in a room a€" more 
precisely in something that looked like the room. Then he remembered 
the room's structure and realised he was at the Burrow and the events 
of last night came flooding in his head. 

"Here, give him this," Harry heard Molly's voice and then saw Ginny 
take a small bowl filled with something that was steaming. 

"Careful, it's hot," Ginny said before bringing the bowl closer to 
his mouth. 

"What... What is it?" Harry asked. 

"It will make you feel better," Molly said, coming in Harry's vision 
radius. "It's a pain relieving potion. Drink it. You'll feel 
better . " 

Nodding his head in understanding, Harry took a sip from the bowl. It 
was dense and hot but it was tasty. It smelled like strawberries but 
its taste was salty. Anyway, the combination was acceptable but the 
moment he gulped down the first sip, he felt better immediately and 
took another sip. He didn't notice a look of content on the face of 
Ginny who was making him drink the potion from her hands. 


4 . Chapter 4 
**THE MEETING** 

"Are you ready, Cohan?" Chi Chi asked. 

"Yeah, mom," Cohan said. "Are you sure you don't want to 
come? " 


"No," Chi Chi said. "Your grandpa called me home for some work. He 
wanted you to know how happy he is for you. It is after a long time 
that someone in our family was born magical." 

Suddenly there was a knock on the door. Chi Chi went over to see who 
it was. She saw it was McGonagall. "Good morning, professor," she 
said . 



"Good morning, Mrs Son," McGonagall said. "Is Gohan ready?" 

"Yes. Gohan, professor McGonagall is here to take you to Diagon 
Alley!" Chi Chi called. 

"I am coming, mom," Gohan said and came out a minute later. "Good 
morning, professor." 

"Good morning, Mr Son," McGonagall said with a faint smile. She was 
pleased with the noble behaviour of this kid. If only pureblood 
children could learn from muggleborns how to actually be noble. They 
all belonged to noble houses but that was only to be called for. "I 
suppose we should hurry. We are already behind schedule." 

Gohan said his mother good bye and caught McGonagall 's hand and the 
both apparated. 

Popping in the dingy pub of Leaky Cauldron, McGonagall let go of 
Gohan ' s hand . 

"This place is called the Leaky Cauldron, Mr Son, " she said. "We all 
use it to go to Diagon Alley from the muggle world. Though you can 
apparate but you will have to first learn it and then have a licence 
for it and that only happens when you are at least seventeen years of 
age. I hope that's all clear to you?" 

"Yes, professor, " Gohan said. 

McGonagall noticed the boy acted quite normal. "Are you sure you are 
fine, Mr Son? It normally isn't normal to see a muggleborn to act so 
calm after they've experienced their first apparition," she said. 

"I am fine, professor," Gohan said with a smile. "That feeling was 
nothing for me." He had promised he wouldn't tell anyone about who he 
really was unless it was absolutely necessary. 

"Well," McGonagall said, a bit surprised by the boy's answer, "We 
will now head for the Alley where you will meet Rubius Hagrid. He 
will be the one to show you around and will help you pick your school 
stuff for I have some important schoolwork to do. Now let's 
hurry . " 

And with that the two walked over to the back of the pub. Gohan 
noticed many recognised McGonagall. She must be a respectful lady in 
this world and he could tell that by her demeanour. She showed 
herself as a strong lady in public but Gohan, having his enough time 
with Piccolo, knew she was as soft hearted from within. The outer 
sternness was just for show and it definitely worked on other people. 
Many addressed her with respect. 

Gohan noticed the two of them were standing in a bricked room at the 
back of the pub. The place was small with only five people's space in 
it. He noticed McGonagall taking out her wand and tapped it in a 
certain pattern on the wall in front of her and the net moment saw 
the bricks move on their own, revealing an alley in front of them. 
Gohan was amazed at this. 

"Remember the patter, Mr Son, " she said. "You will need to use it to 
enter the Alley from the muggle world." 



Gohan nodded and the two of them stepped through the bricked gate and 
into the alley. They walked and crossed a few stores and shops when 
Gohan saw McGonagall stopping in front of a large man. He was easily 
the size of his grandpa, with only long hair and beard. And he wore 
what appeared clothes made from animal skin. 

"Professor McGonagall!" the large man said in his booming voice. "Is 
this the boy?" he then said looking at Gohan. 

"Hello, Hagrid, " McGonagall said. "And yes. He's the boy. Mr Son, 
meet Rubius Hagrid. He is the groundskeeper of Hogwarts. He will be 
the one to help you with your purchases." 

"It is good to meet you, Mr Hagrid," Gohan said politely. The large 
man looked a bit surprised for this boy had called him 

' sir ' . 

"Well ... let ' s ... let ' s get going already," Hagrid said. "We are 
running behind schedule." 

McGonagall parted and went in a different direction and Gohan saw her 
apparate at a distance. 

"So, starting as a second year, eh?" Hagrid asked, having Gohan ' s 
attention . 

"Yeah, " Gohan said. "Professor told me I realised that I was magical 
a year late. She gave me books on first year so that I could prepare 
myself enough to be admitted in the second year. I passed the test so 
I guess I am going to be a second year." 

"Blimey! You must be very intelligent just like our Hermione!" Hagrid 
beamed with a smile. 

"Who?" Gohan asked. 

"She is a witch and you will probably meet her. She is a muggleborn 
like you and is the smartest witch in her year, probably in all of 
Hogwarts," Hagrid said. "Come on, then. Let's get you done with your 
shopping . " 

The two then spent two hours getting everything Gohan required for 
his new school. He had no money problems. Bulma had made it quite 
clear that she will be paying for Cohan's seven years of school fees 
and extra expenses so he was ultimately sent to the magical world 
with a hundred million zenis which counted a total of twenty million 
galleons in total a€" more than enough for Cohan's seven years of 
life in this magical world. He had gone over to Gringotts, had a new 
account open and credit all his money, before having some for his 
school shopping. Then from there the two went to Madam Malkin's, and 
then to the place where he bought three listed sized cauldrons for 
his potions' class. The other stores were visited as well and as per 
Hagrid' s advice, Gohan left the wand's shop for the last. 

Two hours and after buying everything, Gohan was left to buy the wand 
and so Hagrid took him to Ollivander ' s . The half giant stood outside 
the shop, telling it was personal for someone to buy a wand. Gohan 
nodded and entered the shop. It was just like the rest of the shops 
in Diagon Alley with a layer of dust covering almost everything when 



suddenly a ladder came sliding in front of him which startled the 
boy. Since the moment he had arrived in this world, Gohan had 
realised he had trouble sensing the ki of the magical people. It made 
him feel a bit dizzy as their ki was different than normal humans. It 
all felt so clouded for him to actually focus on the ki of a certain 
person but he thought he would be able to refine it in time as it had 
taken time for him to sense other people's ki in his own world. 

He saw there was an old man on the ladder, looking back at him with 
curious eyes. If only Gohan would know, that was the way Ollivander 
looked to his new customers. 

"Ah! A new addition to our world," Ollivander said, climbing down 
from his ladder. "I suppose it will be a special moment for you to 
buy your first wand, Mr..." 

"Son," Gohan said. "But call me Gohan." 

"Of course, " Ollivander said. He then took out a measuring tape and a 
quill and parchment and asked Gohan to extend his wand arm a€" the 
hand he planned to use as casting spells from his wand. Gohan brought 
forward his right hand and the old wizard measured its length, 
thickness and wrote something on the parchment with trembling hands 
Gohan couldn't understand. Ollivander then walked over to his shelves 
where several boxes of wands were kept, tasting dust. He would look 
at his parchment and then would choose from several of the boxes. At 
last, he came out with two boxes. "Well, here we go," he said, making 
Gohan has a wand. The boy looked puzzled for a moment. "Well, give it 
a wave ! " 

Gohan nodded and waved his wand. What happened wasn't expected as his 
Saiyan power reacted to this new power's contact and the resulting 
blast from the wand was magnified to ten times and it took out an 
entire rack section of the shop, leaving nothing but broken wands and 
wood on the floor. While Ollivander was amazed at the raw power of 
this kid, Gohan was scared that he had destroyed this man's 
shop . 

"I'm... I'm sorry!" he said quickly, putting the wand at the 
counter . 

"Don't worry, m'boy," Ollivander said, trying to calm the boy. He 
then took out his own wand and gave it a flick. To Gohan ' s surprise, 
the damage was repaired automatically. Though it took a bit more time 
and three more 'reparos' for Ollivander, he had finally repaired his 
damaged shop. He then turned and huffed at the boy. "Well, at least 
we know that wand isn't for you." 

"What do you mean?" Gohan asked. 

"You see," Ollivander said with a spark in his eyes. He always loved 
this part where he'd to explain someone how wand chose a wizard, "it 
isn't a witch or a wizard who chooses a wand. It's the wand who 
chooses his master. That's what happened to you. I gave you the wand 
but it didn't choose you and that's why it was destructive in your 
hands . " 

"How will I know that a wand has chosen me?" Gohan asked. 

"Well, that's a good question," Ollivander said with a smile. "We who 



study wand lore have always been taught that it is the wand that 
chooses its master. It's never been clear why but it does. One can 
perform great magical feats with the wand that has chosen him." 

"So I get a feeling or something like that when a wand chooses me?" 
Gohan asked. 

The old wizard had a wide smile on his face. "Exactly, Mr Son," 
Ollivander said. "I will lay the possible wands in front of you now. 

I would like you to close your eyes and pick up each wand one by one 
and see whether or not it chooses you." 

Gohan shrugged his shoulders, feeling a bit weird about all of this. 
He could see Hagrid was peeping in through the glass windows, 
wondering what was taking him so long but it sometimes took someone 
time to have their wands. 

Gohan saw as Ollivander picked up his parchment again and then for 
the next twenty minutes collected wands that would probably be 
suitable for him and once he was done, he placed thirteen wands in 
front of Gohan who was taken aback a little. 

"This many?" Gohan asked. 

"I am afraid so," Ollivander said. "But don't worry; it is normal for 
one to take his or her time to have their wand. It is after all, a 
personal business and is very much respected in the wizarding 
world . " 

Gohan stepped forward and picked up the first wand. He felt nothing 
from it and so placed it down. Being good at sensing up energies, 
Gohan knew he'd pick up something from the wand that'll choose him. 
For the next ten minutes, he kept picking up and putting down each 
wand on the counter when suddenly his senses caught something. This 
was also noticed by Ollivander who was noticing Gohan ' s 
expressions . 

Gohan knew this feeling wasn't coming from the wand he was holding so 
he put it down and opened his eyes. Using his heightened senses of 
his saiyan side, Gohan amplified the feeling of this sensation and 
now he could track it inside the shop. He turned to see a hoard of 
broken and rusted wands in the corner of the shop and knowing he felt 
something from there, started walking towards him. 

Ollivander was confused as to why this boy was walking towards the 
garbage. Gohan reached the place and crouched down. He rummaged 
through the wooden scraps and picked out a thirteen inch blackish 
brown stick and suddenly felt something so familiar, it made him wet 
his eyes. 

"Da... Dad?" he said slowly when Ollivander came near him. 

"Curious!" he exclaimed. 

"I am sorry?" Gohan asked, turning to see the old wizard. 

"It is very curious," Ollivander said. "Mr Son, are you sure that's 
the wand you are feeling familiar to?" 

"I am positive," Gohan said with a smile. He didn't know why he felt 



his dad's ki in this wand but that was more than enough for him. "Why 
do you ask?" 

"Well, because that wand actually doesn't work," Ollivander 
said . 

"What do you mean?" Gohan asked. 

"The core in that wand..." Ollivander said, "...it's actually of some 
magical being unknown to me. It was given to me by an old witch many 
years ago who had a debt to pay. She, in turn, gave me a single 
strand of hair saying that it was the hair of a very strong magical 
creature, one which is very rare and does not exist anymore. I took 
that hair strand and pardoned her debt but when I used it as a core 
in a wand, it didn't work." 

"But I am feeling like I should have this, " Gohan said. 

"By all means, Mr Son, you are welcome to try it, " Ollivander said. 
"But don't be disappointed if it doesn't work." 

Gohan nodded and gave the wand a flick and suddenly a white aura 
surrounded him, quickly followed by warm lights. Ollivander was 
shocked to no bounds as what he saw had never happened before. The 
wand had chosen the boy and not only that, it had bonded with him. 

The old wandmaker had read about some wands bonding with their 
masters. It meant that no matter whether the wizard had been 
disarmed, his wand would never betray him and would forever be his 
wand. Only Merlin's wand was the bonded one until now. And Ollivander 
didn't know what to say to this boy. 

"I... I see that this... wand has chosen you and is working fine 

now ..." 

"I'll take it," Gohan said. He was getting bored to be honest and 
wanted to get out of here as soon as he could. This old man was 
making him nervous . 

"Alright," Ollivander said quickly. "That will be thirteen 
galleons . " 

Gohan paid the money and came out. Hagrid was waiting for him. 

"Took some time in there, eh?" the gentle half giant asked. 

"I was just finding the right wand for me," Gohan said as the two 
then walked along. 

"Gohan, " Hagrid said, "Listen, I have to buy some slug repellent so I 
was wondering if you would be okay for a while on your own?" 

"Yeah," Gohan said. "That won't be a problem. But why can't I come 
with you?" 

"It's actually, uh, it's actually not a very good place for kids 
where I am going, " Hagrid said. 

"I will be fine," Gohan said confidently. "I know how to take care of 
myself . " 



Being what he was, Hagrid came in the boy's charms quickly and the 
two then walked towards the Knockturn Alley. Gohan noticed this place 
was very different from the Diagon Alley. It was cramped and people 
here looked different. They wore hooded robes, had scowls or crazy 
expressions on their faces and were eyeing him and Hagrid curiously. 
From this all, Gohan knew why Hagrid didn't want him to tag 
along . 

"Stay close," Hagrid said in a low voice. Gohan nodded. They walked 
through several twists and turns and Gohan was sure if he had failed 
to give any attention, he'd have forgotten his way out of this place 
but as he spoke those words, it was like fate had heard him and he 
did find himself separate away from Hagrid. The half giant was 
already walking with fast paces, in a hurry to buy what he needed and 
get the hell out of here. 

Gohan was lost. 

"Now where should I go and find my way out?" he muttered to himself. 
"None of this people looks friendly..." 

"Are you lost boy?" 

Gohan turned to see an old lady wearing a hooded robe lingering in 
him. she had bare black teeth and ruffled twisted hair which gave 
Gohan the idea that she would not be a good company to be with. 

"I think I am fine," Gohan said calmly. He had been trained by 
Piccolo to survive these kinds of situations. 

"Oh, don't be shy. You can come with me. I can help you out," the old 
woman said and grabbed his hand. Gohan didn't flinch. 

"Let me go," he said. The woman only gripped him harder. "I don't 
want to hurt you so I am asking you to let me go." 

The lady didn't budge so Gohan was forced to do what he prevented 
himself from doing. He raised his finger and threw a very light punch 
in the old woman's guts which sent the lady flying and then crashing 
into a dingy store which was empty of anyone. She had lost 
consciousness . 

Gohan sighed, he hated it but he knew he couldn't hide it. After his 
dad had sacrificed himself, Gohan would not bear hearing his mother's 
muffled cries all through the night. So in order to get away from it, 
he would go to the nearby forest where Piccolo trained at night. His 
first ever teacher and a surrogate father. Piccolo told Gohan he 
couldn't run from truth as if he tried, the truth will haunt him and 
make him go crazy. 

"You sure would've learnt one lesson when you fought Cell, didn't 
you?" Piccolo had asked him one night. "And it's that that you must 
not take everything lightly, like your father did. Sure, it is a good 
thing to be humble and forgivable to your enemies but sometimes they 
are too cruel to be forgiven. This should be a lesson to you and not 
a burden. Stand up and face it for the Gohan I saw that day would do 
the same, not hide from it." 


Those words had imprinted inside Gohan and from that day on he had 
tried to work a little on his personality. And seeing Vegeta helped 



him. The saiyan prince was sure cruel, but he showed care towards his 
family, though he would never admit it. 


And from that moment on, Gohan had formed a hard side for bad people. 
They needed to be treated with a lesson or else they would never 
learn . 

He continued his walk, going more and deeper into the alley, trying 
to find a way out when he saw a group of people surrounding someone. 
Knowing the kind of people who dominated this alley, Gohan was 
curious to know who was being bullied by them. Using his saiyan 
senses, he saw a thin boy with glasses was being surrounded by these 
people who were disturbing him. The boy sure looked afraid and a bit 
confused. His face was covered with black ash which Gohan wondered 
how it had happened. But he knew he shouldn't waste anymore time so 
he prepared himself to cause these low lives as less damage as he 
could . 

"Hey! Leave him alone," Gohan shouted. 

The group got silent before turning around. The boy with spectacles 
also looked over to see who it was. 

"Run along, kid, " a man with a scarred face said. 

"You leave that boy and I will, " Gohan said. 

"Looks like you don't know what you are getting yourself into," 
another man said who looked a bit younger and more maniacal than the 
one who had spoke first. He took out his wand and pointed it at Gohan 
who never moved from his place. "Sell, let's see if you take this," 
the man said and fired of a red spell. 

Gohan never moved. He had sensed the power of the spell and knew it 
wouldn't even scratch him. He also knew it was nothing but a stunning 
spell and he couldn't do magic to counter it as that would attract 
aurors . So he did what was the most obvious choice. He dodged it with 
lightning fast reflexes, surprising everyone, including the 
bespectacled boy. 

"I said, let him go or all of you will regret it," Gohan said this 
time with a little anger in his voice. 

"We'll see who goes from here!" a lady from the group said and fired 
off a purple curse which Gohan didn't recognised but sensing it's 
power, he knew it wouldn't be able to do him any harm and he could 
easily squat it away. But he had promised he wouldn't show off his 
power until it was absolutely necessary so he dodged it again. It 
wasn't hard for him. The spells were coming towards him very slowly. 
"I can do this all day if you must know," he said, angering them all. 
"But I am currently lost and would like my way out of here and as far 
as I can say, that boy is lost as well and you all are trying nothing 
but bullying him so this is the last time I am telling you. Let. Him. 
Go. " 

"Get him!" another man who appeared to be the leader of the group 
shouted and everyone ran towards Gohan. They all had their wand tips 
glowing but Gohan recognised some had their tip glowing bright green. 
He had read about that spell. It was an unforgivable and now these 
people had crossed their line. Like wind, Gohan took a swift, dodging 



the coming punches and spells and connected two firm punches of his 
own in two people's guts who soon tumbled down, grabbing their 
stomach and groaning loudly in pain. The others saw it and while some 
took a few steps back, some got enraged seeing they were losing to a 
mere kid. They started off firing curses and Gohan easily dodged them 
without any difficulty. The outcome was soon clear. Those who were 
casting spells were soon out of breath and that's what Gohan had 
intended to do. He had read casting powerful spells were draining and 
required physical prowess but unfortunately many magicals didn't know 
or believed in that. Training was very important and Gohan knew it 
very well . 

The seven witches and wizards each felt a mighty blow in their guts 
and fell on the ground, curled up like a ball. The bespectacled boy 
saw this muscular boy standing in front of him. He didn't know what 
to say when he heard a familiar voice. 

"Harry? Gohan?" 

Gohan turned to see it was Hagrid. He had what appeared a large metal 
tank in his hand with a slug's picture on it which as crossed with 
red paint . 

"Hagrid!" the bespectacled boy exclaimed and ran up to the half giant 
and engulfed him in a hug, though his thin arms never make it to the 
half giant's circumf erence . 

"How did you end up in Knockturn Alley, Harry?" Hagrid asked. 

"I didn't know," Harry said. "The Weaselys and I travelled by the 

floo. . . " 

"It was your first time travelling by floo. Isn't it?" Hagrid asked 
with a small smile and the boy nodded in embarrassment. "That's okay. 
Many end up at different places in their first attempt. You need to 
speak the place's name clearly. Well, now that everything's okay, I 
need to talk to Gohan." 

"That boy?" Harry asked. 

"Yeah, " Hagrid said. "And I was wondering if you could help him show 
around a little bit. I am sure he's a curious kid and would like to 
make some friends." 

"So he's a first year?" Harry asked. 

"No, " Hagrid said. "His magic actually showed up a year late and so 
he will be joining Hogwarts as a second year. Professor McGonagall 
took a test for his first year curriculums and he passed it. So he's 
allowed to start from second year." 

"I see," Harry said. 

"Sorry, Hagrid. I got lost, " Gohan said, scratching the back of his 
head sheepishly. 

"No worries," Hagrid said, waving it away. "The important thing is, 
you two are alright." 

"Yeah, " Gohan said quickly before Harry could say anything about what 



had actually happened. 


"Listen, " Hagrid said, "since because of you Gohan, I spend a hefty 
amount of time searching for you. I am running late. I will get you 
two out of Knockturn Alley and from then on, I hope you can go back 
on your own?" 

"I think so," Gohan said. 

"Good," Hagrid said. "Or else, you can tag along with Harry. I am 
sure the Weaselys would be going mental not finding you amongst them 
Harry. I propose we hurry." 

And with that the half giant turned around and started walking with 
fast steps. Harry and Gohan had to jog in order to keep up with him. 
None of them wanted to get lost again. 

Ten minutes later the three were out of the dark alley when someone 
came and tackled Harry in a tight hug. 

"Hello, Hermione, " Harry said, breaking the hug. He had a smile on 
his face, seeing his other best friend after months. 

Gohan saw the girl the name had rung a bell in his mind. Hagrid had 
told him about this girl. She was the smartest witch in their 
year . 

"Hello, Harry," Hermione said happily. "Hello Hagrid." She then 
looked at Gohan and then at Hagrid again. "Taking the first years on 
a tour?" 

"I would explain you but I am actually running a little late," Hagrid 
said. "Take care you three and I will see you in Hogwarts!" 

The three waved a goodbye to the half giant and Hermione instantly 
placed her gaze at the new boy. Gohan blushed a little under her 
gaze . 

"Hermione, meet Gohan, " Harry said. "He will be starting as a second 
year at Hogwarts." 

"As a second year?" Hermione asked. "Why?" 

"Apparently, " Harry said, "Hagrid told me Gohan came to know about 
his magic this year and so as per Hogwarts' rule, he will be admitted 
in second year. Professor McGonagall took his test and he passed it 
to be qualifying to second year." 

"So you are from a magical family?" Hermione asked. 

"Urn, yes and no," Gohan said slowly. 

"What do you mean?" Harry asked. 

"Urn, I found out my mother's side's family was magical. But my mom 
wasn't one of them so I was unaware that magic existed," Gohan said. 
"But the professor McGonagall came and gave me the Hogwarts 
acceptance letter and told me I was magical and that I would be 
starting as a second year as I realised my magic a year late. So 
there you go. You have your answer." 



A/N: I had to complete the chapter here only though you might have 
guessed that it is some sort of incomplete because it is. I just 
didn't have much time and wanted to get this chapter out. 


End 
f ile . 



